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The Angel of Hollywood 


Author's Notes: 
From the same series as Paradise Lost. Thank you so much for all the positive feedback on the first story. 


The Hollywood Roosevelt Hotel was a building that held an illustrious history. In years gone by, it had been 
home to Marilyn Monroe and Elizabeth Patterson. While it had been renovated to match more modern tastes, 


its clientele still retained some of the old world glamour of the original stars. 


However, the hotel housed just a single permanent resident. The rest were guests coming in for a weekend, 
their lives fleeting compared to the person who lived in the Gable and Lombard Suite. Michael Monroe - 
America's rock star darling - had become a fixture of the hotel. His life was one that ran to a strict schedule 
with the mornings being spent in that studio that he'd built in to the suite. Afternoons and evenings were 


dedicated to media appearances while the small hours of the morning were his own. 


Candles flickered on many of the suite's highly polished surfaces, droplets of wax pooling on the candelabras 
and creating the impression of strange, mutilated skeletons. On the glass dining table sat a half eaten plate of 


Beef Wellington and a partially drunk glass of red wine. The large suite was set over several levels, including 


three bedrooms and a rooftop patio that had panoramic views of Hollywood. It truly was too much for one 


person and the space and isolation occasionally grated on Michael. 


But he didn't have much of a choice. He had hidden himself away because he didn't want to be seen. Most 
people would never have classed him as the kind of celebrity to want to go in to hiding, his happy-go-lucky 
personality making him the perfect fit for any event. But the world could be an unforgiving place, goading 
people in to acts of supreme cruelty. Unable to take the world's pain any more, Michael had moved from his 
house in Beverly Hills and in to the hotel's penthouse suite. While he could still feel the waves of negativity 
that swept around the globe, Michael was able to control when and how he picked it up. There were no more 
swooning fans scrambling at his gates and he only took on the appearances that he wished to do. In the 
darkness of Hell, he'd built himself a small piece of Heaven. 


In the heart of the main living area sat a black grand piano. Its surface was like that of a still lake, the 
candelabra an island of silver at its heart. Michael sat at the keyboard, his eyes closed as he played. Bach filled 
the still night air, drowning out the sounds of the city below. 


Michael looked like the typical rock star. Long, dark hair curled around his shoulders and tattoos decorated his 
arms and chest. His shirt had been discarded somewhere in the suite, the sweat from that evening's television 
studio now cooling on his skin. Muscles, thick and heavy from the effort of carrying his guitar, rippled beneath 
his sun-kissed flesh. He was lost in the music, transported to a place that didn't exist on Earth. It was in those 
moments that Michael was allowed to be his true self. Away from the public glare, he could relax and let the 


stress melt away. 


There was no pain as they curled from his back. They had been with him from the dawn of time and Michael 


barely acknowledged their presence. 


When he opened his eyes, Michael could see their reflection in the night-darkened window, the soft white wings 
clinging to his back like limpets. Getting to his feet, Michael stretched them as he moved to the window. His 
muscles flexed, used to the additional appendages, and he stood for a moment to look at his reflection. 


Michael was older than time itself, his existence marked by the movement of the stars rather than the 
passing of seconds. However, his body appeared to be in its mid-forties. Lines crept from the corners of his 
eyes and his face looked weathered by the stresses of life on Earth. Tribal tattoos ringed his thick upper arms 
and melted across his broad chest while his had a slight paunch. People called him dashing and enigmatic but he 
lived in a body that was constantly evolving. 


Michael had been asked to walk the Earth in human form to bring happiness and enlightenment. Being a 
creature born from a higher power, music was a natural outlet for Michael. Despite his pedigree, he had been 
given no special favours and had worked his way through the ranks. From playing in bar bands and struggling 
to eat, he had climbed the ladder to show the world his talents. His was a story of inspiration, one that others 
could look to and emulate. 


His band, Andromeda of the Night, had been with him from the very beginning. They had met through mutual 


friends or nights spent roaming the highways and byways of Los Angeles. In just a few short months, Michael 
had formed a band of like-minded and loyal men. Neal, a native of Hollywood, played bass. David, a transplant 
from Texas, was their drummer. And Steve, a red-haired New Mexican, was their second guitarist. Together, 
the four of them had clawed their way through bad reviews and shady promoters to get to the top. Michael 
was forever grateful for their courage and determination to do what they felt was right. In doing so, he had 
shared his secret with them, one that three of the other men would carry to their graves. 


They, along with just a single other person, were the only ones who knew that Michael was created by 
something that many dismissed as a fairytale. His true identity was kept a secret in order for him to carry 


out his mission. 


And it was a mission that was causing him great stress. Although he had sat and watched the traumas that 
Earth was going through, Michael had never believed that it would be such a difficult task to change peoples 
outlooks on life. So many people were locked in the pursuit of wealth, fame, and glamour that they never 
stopped to think about the world around them. They didn't believe that there were higher powers or that 
spirits, both good and evil, walked alongside them, unseen by the naked eye. All they cared about was 


themselves and damned be anyone who didn't fit in to their small world view. 


Rolling his shoulders, Michael stretched the wings to their full span. The tips rustled against the floor and he 
felt their weight pulling at his back. He opened the door to the patio and stepped out into the humid evening. 
Beneath him, Michael heard the traffic racing up and down the boulevard. Music spilled from shops and 
nightclubs. Even though the early hours were approaching, the city was still alive and showing its teeth for 


the world to see. It was a city of life, of passion, and of ruthless competitiveness. 


Hollywood had been the natural choice for the angel. The city was the centre of the music industry and the 
place where talent went to be noticed. The lights, the sounds, and the rush made it the perfect home for 
someone who had previously lived in a place that was far more peaceful. Los Angeles, however, had its 
downsides, ones that Michael had run in to from the very beginning. Evil seeped from the streets in the form 
of managers, record labels, and locals, all of whom wanted to take advantage of him. It had taken time for him 


to learn to navigate such people and to ignore the demons that lurked in their souls. 


The spiritual side hadn't been much better. Dark beings haunted every corner, outnumbering the light-workers 
by several to one. Michael had spent many a night sitting on the roof of his then-apartment building and 
watching as the scrawny beasts had followed unsuspecting people. Evil was winning in the City of Angels and 
Michael's creator had hoped that one of their most glorious creations would be what the city needed to 


balance the scales. 


The warm breeze tugged at his hair and pulled at the wings, the energy of the city rippling over him in waves. 
Stepping up on to the ledge, Michael took a final look at the road beneath him before he dropped in to the 
night. 


Despite his reservations about the city, its heart pulsed along with his own, its electricity sweeping over his 


skin and invigorating him. Night was when he really came alive, when his thought processes were quicker and 


when inspiration flowed like wine. He could spend hours scrawling notes in journals or composing music with the 
darkness speaking to him on levels that daylight didn't. There were times when his fondness for the night 
worried him. Was he becoming like those he had been sent to help? Were the forces of evil settling in, 
threatening to drag him down? It was a battle that he knew he'd have to be ready for and a struggle that 


may last for his entire time on Earth. 


Michael was making for a motel just a street away from the Roosevelt. Nestled at the foot of the Hollywood 
Hills, the Highland Gardens Hotel had, like the Roosevelt, seen its fair share of legendary people pass through. 
The two story building had once been a hot bed of activity before becoming another concrete building in the 
ever-growing jungle that was Los Angeles. The grey and glass facade did little to capture the excitement of 
the city around and, like so many that had gone before, the hotel's glory faded until it become a place for the 
curious and the indifferent. For the hotel, time had stood still in order to hold on to some of the starlight that 


had once shone down on its walls. 


For Michael, the hotel served a different purpose, one far more positive. In the treeline just behind the hotel, 
Michael could make out a shadowy figure. Sweeping over the roof, he landed silently beside the person, his 
heart swelling with love as they stepped forward. 


The moonlight twinkled through their thick, corkscrewed hair. Their clothes - black jeans and a t-shirt that 
was two sizes too big - made them look younger than their twenty-three years. They didn't flinch away when 
Michael reached out to stroke their cheek. 


I've missed you, Dominic," Michael murmured. 


The young man smiled softly in the silver light and wrapped his slender arms around the angel's neck. His lips 
whispered across Michael's with butterfly kisses. Smiling, he draped his arms around Dominic's narrow waist 


and pulled the smaller man close. 


Physical love had been denied to to the angelic realms since the dawn of time. Of course, some had disobeyed 
and been cast out of heaven as punishment. In return for winning the hearts and minds of the human race, 
Michael had asked for a single thing; that his love for the planet be returned by a single human soul. He did 
not care if they were male or female. All he desired was to feel the affection of another during his time on 


Earth. 


Dominic had followed Andromeda of the Night from show to show, waiting at backstage doors and sitting 
outside hotels until, amid the hubbub of touring life, Michael had noticed him. Their eyes had locked across a 
crowded hotel lobby and the angel had felt an instant attraction For the first time in his existence, he had felt 
a deep love for someone other than his creator. It had been an alien emotion, one which confused and hurt 
him. But as he'd drawn the young man to him in the darkness of his hotel room, Michael knew that he'd made 
the right decision 


Their love was like a grungy, Hollywood fairytale, rock star sees a loyal fan and falls in love. Fan earns their 


place beside the rock star and they live happily ever after. The End. 


Except that their love affair had not been so straight forward. Hollywood still bore some phobias towards gay 
men. Michael's PR people had warned him away from Dominic, citing those outdated views as the reason that 
Michael's star would burn out. They feared that their golden goose would stop laying merely because he had 


fallen in love with his own gender. 


Michael had refused to listen and had taken Dominic everywhere with him. He was besotted with the blonde 
man and their love deepened with every passing day. Together, they had toured the world. They had stayed in 
the best hotels and, every night, Michael had sung straight to the young man. He had poured ever more 
passion into his music and made sure that Dominic had known that each word was tenderly crafted with him in 
mind. Michael had started his music career writing about love and passion and someone had finally responded. 
Their souls sang the same song, a lullaby that had worked it way through the ages and to that very moment. 


Despite all of that, whenever they were away from the touring life, Dominic refused to stay close by. He was 
a runaway from New Orleans, his feet constantly itching to feel the tarmac beneath them. After several 
weeks on the road, he'd finally landed in Hollywood and had hoped, like many others, to make a name for himself 
in the movies. As much as Michael would have loved for Dominic to be close at all times, it was impossible. 
The young man wanted his independence and, after suffering a family that hated him for being gay, Michael 


couldn't blame the younger man for wanting to keep some of his freedom. 


As a compromise, he had bought a room at the Highland Gardens Hotel as a base for Dominic. The blonde man 
was free to come and go as he pleased. Despite that, Dominic rarely wandered for more than a day, always 


returning and, as he passed the Roosevelt, always leaving Michael a message to know that he was safe. 


Finally Dominic pulled away and took Michael's hand. He looked perfect in the moonlight, his skin almost 
translucent and his eyes sparkling with the wonders of the universe. In them, Michael could get lost as he 
searched for the answers to why the human race was like they were. Why did they murder and kill? Why did 
they start wars? Yet why did they fall in love with such fervour? They were answers that he should have 
already known, ones that his creator should have bestowed upon him. Yet he knew that one of the reasons he 


had been placed on Earth was to unlock the code of the human race. 
"Want to go inside?" Dominic softly asked 


Michael smiled and placed a kiss to the young man's forehead. "I'd love to. | want to hear all about your travels 


and see the treasures that you've bought back with you." 


The hotel was deserted even though it was only lam. As they walked around the building and to Dominic's 
room, Michael let the wings melt in to his back. 


"I don't like it when you make them disappear. | do like to see them." 


"Because | wish my true identity to remain a secret," Michael gently replied. 


He gave the blonde man's hand a squeeze before opening the door. The room was on a corner of one of the 
buildings, almost hidden from view and surrounded by the lush greenery of the gardens. The warm glow of bed 
side lamps illuminated the room and a clutch of candles flickered on the dresser. The air was thick with the 


smell of incense and a red rosary was curled on top of a battered, thrift store paperback. 


Michael sat on the edge of the bed and welcomed Dominic in to his lap. The smaller man wound his arms 
around Michael's neck and rested his head on his shoulder. Holding Dominic close, Michael took a deep breath, 
cleansing his soul of the ache that lived deep inside of it. 


They were a perfect couple, their souls called to be together. Yet, they were also seen as imperfect, sinful, an 
abomination against the world. They'd been blessed by the very being who had placed Michael on Earth yet he 
still found it hard to shake the beliefs of the people he was working to help. They scorned him, called him 


"sick", and wished him dead. And all because he loved his own gender. 


"| don't know how much longer | can do this for," he murmured. "I feel the pressure of the world | feel the 
pain and the hate and all that goes with it. And all because | love you. Yet I'm not going to leave you, Dominic. 
I'm never going to give up on you. | believe that we're destined to be together. That our paths have crossed 


for this very reason" 
The younger man's slender arms tightened around him and a soft kiss was pressed to Michael's cheek 


‘Its a test," was Dominic's soft reply. "Think of it that way. You were sent here to do what? Make the world a 
better place? You are. Just listen to your music. See the people who turn up at your concerts. Look at the 
photographs that they post on the internet and the stories that they tell to each other. Your music has made 
them better. Its made them feel alive in a world that wants them to feel like they're nothing. You've given 
them hope, Michael." 


Michael softly smiled and gently kissed Dominic's hair. Dominic was an old soul in a young body. He could feel 
the world around him, seeing the past and reading the future. He was the perfect soul mate for Michael, 
someone who was not just his lover but also his best friend, confidante, and muse. 

"Tell me about where you've been, Dominic. You've been gone for a week." 

The younger man didn't move from his lap as he softly began to speak. "I went out to the desert. It's been a 
long time since | was last there and | wanted to see the sun rise.. and set. | wanted to see the stars and feel 
the universe around me. | wanted to sing without anyone banging on the walls. | wanted to take in the wonders 
that so many people take for granted. | wanted to try and unlock the human race." 

"And did you?" 


Michael felt Dominic's body heave against him as he drew in a deep breath. 


"No," the blonde man replied. "I didn't. | know that's one of the many reasons that you've been sent here. You 


have to try and work out why people hate one another, why they fight, why the kill each other. | thought it 
would be easy. But it's not" 


He rested his head against Dominic's and breathed in the other man's heady scent of shampoo and incense. 


"I think the solution is far more simple than we believe it to be," Michael sighed. "People will never rally 
together while there are divisions in the world. These barriers are everywhere, made by man himself, and kept 


in place so that peace will never rule. To break down those barriers will take far more power than we have." 


"But you have one of the greatest weapons in the world," Dominic replied. "Music. Through it, you can speak to 


people who would otherwise not listen" 


Michael went to say something and stopped. His arms became limp around Dominic's waist and he took a deep, 


laboured breath. 


‘lm tired," he murmured. "I'm so very tired. I've been doing this for nearly thirty years and, while some things 
have changed, others have become worse. There's more death. More destruction. More pain and suffering. 
People killed for their beliefs or because they're like us." He paused to take another breath, his chest rattling. 


"| don't know how much longer | can go on for." 


Dominic's fingers stroked over his hair, light and gentle and barely there. He felt the younger man's breath 
whispering against the crown of his head. 


"Then rest, Michael. Take a break and shut yourself off from the world. You know that you're always welcome 


here with me. Or maybe go into the hills. Go and remember who you are and what you're here to do." 

Pulling back, Michael looked in to the younger man's eyes. Dominic's innocence had long since melted away to be 
replaced, at times, by a cold hardness. But in the depths of the night, with nothing but their love on show, he 
could see nothing but peace and knowledge linger in Dominic's soul. 


"Will you come with me?" he asked. 


Dominic smiled and it was a sweet and loving expression that forever melted Michael's heart. The young man 


leaned forward and gave him the gentlest of kisses. 


"You know | will. I'll never leave you. Not in this lifetime, and not in the next" 


